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A OF THE SHOW-FUR GIRL. 





Don’t you want to be rich? 


To be poor isa crime. You owe it to yourself to be rich (to say 


nothing of your butcher, baker and gas man). 


Judge has Opened a Confidential 
Guide to Riches 


Judge will help you erase the stigma of disgrace that is hanging 

, over you. 

Judge will make you able to look your tailor in the eye and 
tell him to beat it. 

Judge will make your mail load up with automobile circulars and 
literature on steel beam steam yachts. 


YOU can Mr. Get Rich Quick Wallingford 
Mrs. Get Rich Quick Wallingford 


be @ \Miss Get Rich Quick Wallingford 


Judge Will Pay You 1000% on Your Investment! It is payable 
as follows: 
10% increase in fat 
50% increase in neighborly friendliness 
60% increase in kindness to your wife 
90% increase in blood circulation 
100% increase in length of life 
120% on comic cartoons 
120% in non-assessable chuckles 
170% in first mortgages in Consolidated Life Enjoyment Co. 


280% for pure art 
Total 1,000% in dividends 


All you have to do is to pay ten cents next week for Judge. It is 
the simplest thing in the world. 











The first week you make ... . $99.90 
The second week youmake .. . 99.90 
The third week you make . ; 99.90 
At the end of the year you are ‘ahe: ad 5,194.80 
You can buy anauto for... . a 000.00 
You can pay down onahouse . . . 2,000.00 


You can go to Atlantic City for . . 500.00 


For an investment of $5.20 Judge will buy you an automobile, take 
you to Atlantic City, bring you back and put you in a home 
of your own and leave you $694.80 for incidental expenses. 


Do not delay. 





*““WON'T YOU HELP ME PICK THE FRUIT?” 


As premiums Judge will give you some of the finest covers ever on 
a magazine by Leyendecker and James Montgomery Flagg, 
and some special numbers that will keep you up nights. 


Jadge is on the news-stands NOW. The mail box on the corner, 
when fed a five dollar bill, will escort Judge to your home 
fifty-two times. Don’t disappoint the mail box. 


Send all money to J udg @ 225 Fifth Avenue New York City 
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you rane) drink, drink Trin 


wine® 





“* Come fill your glass, and fill to the brim 
And drink with me to the health of him 
Who feels, as he kisses its contents away, 
That it was made to gladden and not to 








—S> 

















JUDGE 
PUBLISHED WEEKLY 
BY 
LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY 
Brunswick Buitoinac, 225 FirtH Avenue, New York. 
Casce Avoness, *‘JuoGanx.'’ TEL. 6632 MADISON SQUARE 


John A. Sleicher, President. 
Reuben P. Sleicher,Secy. Arthur Terry, Treasurer. 


James Melvin Lee, - Managing Editor. 
Grant E. Hamilton, - - Art Editor. 





Democratic Harmony. 
By AMOS R. WELLS. 


66 E HAVE the instruments of 
state,’’ 
The Donkey brays in glee; 
‘*And now how are we to create 
A party harmony ?’’ 


The Buckeyes promptly rise to say, 
With manner debonair, 

‘*Just cast your ear Ohio-way, 
For Harmon-y is there.’’ 


New Yorkers say, ‘‘Strike up a tune, 
Infectious, bright, and tricksy; 
And nothing’s worth a picayune 
For Democrats but Dix-ie.”’ 


Missouri says, ‘‘If that’s the go, 
A better plan we bring. 

You needn’t show us; we can show— 
A Folk-song let us sing.”’ 


New Jersey cries, ‘‘That’s not the plan! 
If you would fill the hall, 

You don’t want tunes; you want a man. 
Get Wilsor—and that’s all.’’ 


Manhattan answers, ‘‘Fie, sirs, fie! 
It surely would be saner, 

In picking out a party cry, 
To choose a certain Gainer.’’ 

The Donkey says, ‘‘I’m glad to note 
We do not lack for leaders, 

And I will give my voice and vote 
For all of these succeeders.’”’ 


Every lover of od cocktail should call for 
Abbott's Bitters. M: kes the best. 


Heard Downtown. 

‘*S’pose my face is dirty,”’ said the 
office-boy in the elevator, ‘‘what busi- 
ness is itof yours? You ain’t my dad.’’ 

‘**No,”’ replied the elevator man; ‘‘but 
I’m bringing you up.’’—Boston Tran- 
script. 

Room for It. 

Perhaps in time the Society of the 
Daughters of Brigham Young will be 
organized.—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


WHITE, HENTZ & CO 
Phila. and New York 
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No Gossip. 


‘‘Our new neighbor must be a very 
suspicious character.’ 

**Why so?”’ 

‘‘She employs a maid who is deaf and 
dumb, the mean _ thing!’’—Baltimore 
American. 


Setting a Fashion. 


‘*She’s an angel!’’ 

‘‘Perhaps so; but’’—— 

‘‘But what? Have you anything to 
say against her?’’ 

‘*Not a thing in the world; but she’s 
probably the first angel who ever wore 
willow plumes on her halo.’’—Houston 
Post. 

You can tell that women have no sense 
of humor by the way they look at their 
hats without laughing.—Dallas News. 








Paradoxical Proceedings. 


*“*Do you know of any case where a 
cause produces exactly the opposite re- 
sult?”’ 

‘‘Certainly.”’ 

‘“Name one.’’ 

‘*Rich food and poor health.’’—Balti- 
more American. 


FOR MEN OF BRAINS 


CGARS 


“MADE AT KEY -Y WEST— 


An Aggesiing Title. 
‘*How did Mrs. Lowbrow ever happen 
to buy a set of Sheridan’s works?”’ 
‘‘In looking over the books on a bar- 
gain counter, she noticed the title 
‘School for Scandal.’’’ — Youngstown 


Telegram. 











Ideal Winter Trips to the Tropics. 


The most inviting cruises this season are those to the resorts of ‘“The American Mediterra- 
nean,’’ that wonderful winterless region bathed by the southern Atlantic, the Gulf of Mexico and 
the Caribbean Sea, including Porto Rico, Bahamas, Cuba, Florida and San Domingo. 


Write for AGWI NEWS, a beautifully illustrated free magazine, describing the cruises of the 


following steamship lines: 


PORTO RICO LINE 





CLYDE LINE 
TO FLORIDA, daily except Sunday calling at 
Charleston, Brunswick and Jacksonviiie, with con 
nections for all leadin 


g Southern resorts 
From Pier 36, North River, New York 





Delightful 16 day cruise to and around the Island 
$110 covering all expenses, touching at principal 
ports. Send for booklet. 

General Offices, 12 Broadway, New York. 











ns WAL LORY LINI 
To Texas, all points southwest And Pacific coast 
Exhilarating water route trips to Galveston, Key 
West, Tampa ane Mobile 

From Pier 45, North River, New York 











WARD LINE 
Luxurious twin serew steamships to Bahamas 
(Nassau); Havana, Cuba, Mexico and Yucatan, with 
rail connections to all important interior cities. 
General Offices, Pier 14, East River, New York. 














DISTRICT PASSENGER OFFICES: 


NEW YORK 


200 Broadway 701 Chestnut St 





PHILADELPHIA BOSTON 
192 Washington St 208 So. Clark St 1306 F St 


CHICAGO WASHINGTON 
Ww 





LON RT ORG OS 





In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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\/ 1. Farmer Orchardsn —** Good-bye, my child, 
| good-bye. May you find fortune in the 
big city.” 


POLITICAL BILLBOARD 
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2. Mr. Middieman—** Allow me, Mrs. Consumer, to introduce one of 


my first friends from the country. 
The barrel —** Yours truly.” 


SEEKING A FORTUNE. 


I gave him his city polish.”’ 
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Progress in Millinery. 
By CLARISSA GARTRELL. 


HAT’S the use of having hair 


When it won’t show? 
If one’s ears be pink and fair, 
No one will know. 


Hats grow bigger all the while. 
Soon, I suppose, 

Eyes will go quite out of style, 
Likewise a nose. 


Mouths will be eclipsed this year, 
So fashions say. 

Chins are next to disappear 
They’re quite outre. 


So, indeed, we soon may find, 
With woe and dread, 

That our precious womankind 
Has lost her head. 
























S 


{|| | 


my 
% 






lh 


Lil 


man 


Sweet thing 





NO USE FOR HIM. 
Visitor—"* Were getting up a raffle for a poor old 


Won't you buy a ticket, my dear ? 


“Mercy, no! What would I do with 


him if I won him ?”’ 
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tY often truth is a stranger to 


fiction. 
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That Habit. 


AR aes galls me,’’ says the man 
with the disturbed eyebrows, 

‘‘is one of these fellows who tell youa 
joke and then repeat the point. Hon- 
est, though, it’s funny, when you think 
of it. He’ll tell the joke, then, after 
you’ve laughed, he’ll repeat the nub of 
it and laugh again.’’ 

‘‘Yes?’’ comments the man with the 
pointed nose. 

“Yes. Tells the joke, then repeats 
the Ha, ha! Funny habit! 
Tells it, then repeats it!’’ 


point. 

































NOT UP TO EXPECTATION. 


No, this never happened ; but it is what Mrs. Nuekid was positive would happen when circumstances compelled her 
to leave baby at her bachelor brother-in-law’s for the evening. 
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Judge’s Suggestion for City Seals. 





NEW YORK. 


Our Future High Society. 
By JOHN K: Le BARON. 
HE WAS wild to get into 
SS the social swim, 
And she couldn’t see 
why not. 
Her father’s millions enabled him 
To keep two cars and a yacht. 


They lived in a house with sixty rooms, 
On Snob and Bon Ton lanes. 
They kept six maids, a butler, and 
grooms, 
But they had no aeroplanes. 


You may think aviation is only a whim, 
But on this you may rely— 

It is only fishes that get in the swim; 
In future the fly ones will fly. 


Crafty Wooer. 
66 —~ DID Smiggles win Mrs. Will- 
jums over to giving her consent 
to his marrying her daughter?’’ asks the 
young man with the large pipe. 

**Met the old lady in the dark hallway 
and kissed her, then apologized, saying 
he was sure she was the daughter,’’ ex- 
plains the young man with the excited 


socks. 


One Way To Look at It. 
Jinks—‘‘Do you know, I was refused 
three times before I found a girl who 
would have me.’”’ 
Blinks—‘‘I see. Just like a patent 
medicine: ‘Well shaken before taken.’ ’’ 


“ THIS LITTLE PIG WENT TO MARKET,” 


Just Cause for Anger. 
sé RS. TINMORE is so angry with 
her dentist she vows she never 
will pay his bill,’’ says the neighbor. 
**Why in the world?’’ asks the caller. 
**Well, she got him to put in a bridge 
for her, and she complained to him that 
it did not feel right, but he said it was 
all right and would not be noticed when 
she got used to it; and so she kept it, of 
course, although it seemed to make it 
hard for her to talk—-kind of made her 
voice thick, you know. And yesterday 
she called up Mr. Tinmore and asked 
him to bring home some shoes and shirts 
for their little boys, and Mr. Tinmore 
kept her repeating it over and over to 
him the longest time, until he thought 
he knew what she wanted. And what 
do you suppose he brought home? A 
bottle of soothing syrup!”’ 





A City Pastoral. 
By FRED LADD. 

HE SUN was sinuously sinking be- 
hind a few thousand buildings, 
varying in height from the one-story 
edifice on the western water front to the 
twenty-story warehouse adjacent. It 
may seem odd to say that the sun was 
sinking sinuously, but it had to sink in 
that way to give a proper performance 
and dye the corners of each and every 
building with its rosy stain. Up in the 
edge of the sky you could see dusk, get- 
ting ready to do business. The evening 
chimes rang out from one hundred and 
eighteen trolley cars in the immediate 
vicinity, and the softly musical reso- 
nance of the far-away elevated filtered 
through the circumambient air. It had 
to filter to get through, as a couple of 

thousand chimneys were on the job. 
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Part of a letter just received, 


and the man who wrote it 


IT’S ALL IN THE POINT OF VIEW. 


Truth. 


OWN at the bottom of the well 
Lies truth—-an adage old. 
Yet truth, forsooth, is like a bell 
That’s very seldom tolled. 
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“ THIS LITTLE PIG STAYED AT HOME.” 


The lone policeman on the beat folded 
his tent like an Arab and as silently stole 
into the nearest cafe. Here were other 
policemen. One would have said half 
the metropolitan force was in the back 
room, but this was not true. Only one- 
fifth of the force was there. Without, 
the evening shadows began to fall, and 
the trusty footpad adjusted his rubber 
heels and heaved a sigh, feeling sorrow- 
ful, he knew not why, yet prepared to 
do his duty. 

The sun had now entirely disappeared 
into New Jersey—which is suffering 
enough for one night. 

We decline to prolong this pastoral. 
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NOAH’S DIRIGIBLE ARK LANDS ON 





THE EIFFEL TOWER. 





Exactly Suitable to His Needs. 
R. PAYSON and Mr. Deadbeat met 


on the street. 
again, Dead- 


**Where 


“Tl see you’ve moved 
beat,’’ was Payson’s greeting. 
are you living now?’’ 

**Over on the next 
Deadbeat easily. ‘‘I made the change 
because my new place has a high board 
fence in front that 
exactly suits me as a warning to all 


street,”’ rejoined 


with a sign on 


my creditors not to mail me any more 
bills.’’ 
**What’s the sign say?”’ 


** *Post No Bills.’ ”’ 




















TOUR 


A PERSONALLY CONDUCTED 


The Swindle. 
—« M had just returned from a trip 


to the city, and was telling of the 
wonderful sights which he had witnessed 
at the theater. He had saved the stub 
of his ticket for a souvenir of the great 
occasion. 
His father picked up the piece of card- 
board and, after looking at it closely, 


exclaimed, ‘‘Land sakes, Hiram, what 
did you say you paid fer that ticket?”’ 
**One dollar, paw,’’ says Hiram; ‘‘an’ 
it was worth it.”’ 
**Well, son,’’ Sr., 
‘vou got swindled, sure as fate! Here 
it says on this ticket, in plain English, 


10 Center.’”’ 


exclaimed Hiram, 


SOLD AGAIN! 


Or Life Is Full of Surprises. 
BOSTON GIRL FINDS A HUSBAND 
AND LOSES HIM. 

P IN Boston a little co-ed 
Thought she heard a man 
under the bed. 
How it made her wonder 
To find no one under! 
*Twas only a noise in her head! 


T’S ALL right to take things into 
consideration, provided they don’t 
belong to some one else. 


‘ 
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Make It Three and Out. 


IRST, Mr. Peary wrote all about how 
he went to the North Pole. 

Now, Dr. Cook is announced to be 
ready with a glowing account of how he 
failed to reach the North Pole. 

Let us have the trilogy completed. 

Cannot Walter Wellman write the 
story of how he didn’t start for the Pole? 

HE VERY wust break a man kin 


make is to knowin’ly break the law. 





THE COUNTRY BANK RECEIVES AN 
OVERDRAFT. 
































Says Annie. 
By Edmund Vance Cooke. 
AYS Annie to 
Fannie, ‘* Did- 
je hearabout 
Nannie?”’ 
Said the custom- 
er, ‘‘Please, 
are you busy ?’’ 
**She’s goanto- 
git married; I heard it from Liz- 
zie 
Was you lookin’ for somethin’?’’ says 
Annie. 
‘*‘No, we ain’t got that kind; but this 
other will do 
Well, she’s quite thirty-four, so I hope 
that it’s true,’’ 
Says Annie. 





a 
a 


‘*Yes, ma’am, and I’m sure that it fits 
you real nicely.’’ 
Says Fanny, ‘‘I thought she was 
older.’”’ ° 
‘‘No; thirty-four, that’s what it is, just 
precisely 
Oh, it fits you real swell on the shoul- 
der. 
You wear thirty-six? 
what you got. 
I said thirty-four? 
did not. 


Yes’m, that’s 


Oh, no, ma’am, I 


‘‘If it’s Tom, I must say he’s a little too 
gay,” 
Says Annie to Fannie. 
you ast? 
Too pronounced? No, indeed, it’s the 
hit of the day. 
What I said? Oh, I said that the color 
is fast 
Ain’t it strange the idees that they get 
whispered Annie. 
‘*Is Nan goin’ to quit workin’? 
Fannie. 


‘*Er, what did 


ase 
”? asked 


‘‘I dunno. Seven dollars must look 
pretty good 
Beg pardon! Oh, yes, it’s just seven. 
Send it? Yes’m. Five——-two—oh, you 
misunderstood! 
I said that the price was eleven. 
Well, she’s gone, after talkin’ and 
lookin’ all night. 
These folks that do nothin’ but talk are 
a fright,’’ 
Says Annie. f 


~ BS ASORNS— 


The Circus 
Press Agent’s 
Love Letter. 


On the Jump, 
All the Time, 
1911. 


M* Uncrowned 

Queen —- You 
asked me if I truly 
Foolish 
Question, Foolish 
Question! Will the 
lady win the chariot 
race? Will the con- 
cert follow the Big 
Show? Sure! Why, 
my love for you is 


loved you. 


so Great, Substan- 
tial, Sumptuous, 
Superb, Satisfying, 
and Colossal that it 


is impossibleof Du- 4N ILLUSTRATED 


TESTIMONIAL. 
plication or of Coun- 

terfeiting by the 

Multitudinous small loves of this or 
other climes. Absolutely New from Be- 
ginning to End. Twice Larger than any 
other Love ever heretofore attempted. 
My Love as presented to you this season 
is Remarkable in its Completeness, abso- 
lutely Unabridged, and without the 
Slightest Detail missing. Absolutely 
the most Gigantic Love ever conceived, 
so Beautiful, Brilliant, and Imposing 
that It cannot be Pictured or Described, 
and is Simply Impossible of Verbal De- 
lineation. It is without doubt the 
Crowning Feature in Love Affairs of the 
Twentieth Century. 

And that You, the most Entrancing, 
Beautiful, Dashing, Petite, and Wonder- 
ful Woman in all the Wide, Wide World, 
whose Loveliness is as far Greater than 
our Fairy Land Ideals and Fabled Hero- 





THE TALK OF THE TOWN. 


Groom 


‘* Gee! I'll bet that ’s that Plymouth Rock they are always talking about here in Boston.’’ 






ore FL Ema 


ines as is the Big Show than the Punch 
and Judy, should ever dream of loving 
one like myself is Absolutely and Posi- 
tively Inconceivable and Phenomenally 
Delightful. 

So it would seem that when two peo- 
ple should Love with Loves so Gigantic, 
Unparalleled, Original, Amazing, Un- 
equaled, and Astonishing, and that, 
more Remarkable yet, these Unperish- 
able and Colossal Loves should be for 
Each Other, am I not Justified in saying 
Absolutely and Positively that, when 
such Loves as these are Consolidated 
under one Roof, the Whole Wide Earth 
will unite in declaring this the Greatest 
of All Loves, Towering High above All 
other Loves, Matchless in its Proud 
Place of Command, Worth coming Miles 
and Miles to Behold, a Love that is 
Growing Greater and Grander year by 
year, until at last— Oh, gee, kid! I 
can hardly wait for the band to play 
‘‘Home, Sweet Home,’’ for then it’s the 
**Little Church Around the Corner’’ for 
You and Me. Am I Right? 

Sure! The Press Agent. 


The Evoiution. 

Brown—*‘ Do you believe in the theory 
of evolution?’’ 

Black—‘‘Sure thing! For six years a 
young fellow named Jones has been call- 
ing on my daughter, and to-day she be- 
came Mrs. Jones.’’ 

T’S A GOOD thing that good things 

come slowly, otherwise they wouldn’t 
be so good. 


. 




















WILL IT EVER COME TO THIS? 





‘* See here, man, this watch you sold me to-day has stopped 
twice since—at twelve o'clock, and now at five o’clock.’’ 
‘ You see, sir, that’s a union-made time-piece, so at twelve 
and five the hands stop.’’ 


Do Reformers Reform? 


By CAROLYN WELLS 


LL HONOR to the re- 
formers and all praise 
for what they accom- 
plish! But may they 
yet realize that there are 
fields of action waiting 
for them, and as yet un- 
touched. 

The anti-vivisection- 
ists are earnest in their 
endeavors and untiring 
in their perseverance, 
but is not their scope 
too limited? They relate 
sad tales of unnecessary 
torture to poor, dumb 
animals, who cannot 
speak their protest. 
But they make no mention of poor, dumb 
vegetables, who are equally without 
means of verbal expression. 

Picture to yourself a young and tender 
cabbage, laid helplessly upon the white 
expanse of table in the kitchen. What 
unspeakable and unspoken torture must 
quiver through the poor cabbage, as 
nearer and nearer comes the glittering 
knife, that will pierce its very heart 
its tender, quivering heart, for only the 
youngest and tenderest specimens are 
chosen for these fiendish experiments. 

Does the too eager kitchen knife con- 
tribute to scientific knowledge? No; it 
is merely for the fiendish pleasure of 
cutting up the pale and quivering cab- 
bage. 

Again, with what glee the Fiend of 
the Kitchen selects a sharp-pointed, 
sharp-bladed knife, and, without a qualm 
of pity, gouges the eyes from young 


potatoes! And not imperfect or dam- 
aged eyes, but perfectly good orbs, the 
very best any poor, dumb potato ever 
had! Say, does it aid our oculists in 
their work? Does it help our opticians? 
Does it mean one less sufferer from 
ophthalmia? No! And yet the poor, 
dumb potato must suffer in silence! 

Again, are our aurists aided in their 
scientific investigations by the dreadful 
practice of cutting the ears from living 
corn? The dumb appeal of the poor corn 
is unheard, and, in response 
to the flashing ,knife, the 
ears drop into a basket with 
a horrid suggestion of 
guillotine days. 

Pause, reformers, and 
reflect! If vegetables could 
speak, they would beg for 
mercy; but they are dumb. 
They have not even tails to 


wag. And unless it can be 





proved that the above-men- 
tioned cruelties are of sci- 
entific benefit to the human 
race, we must raise our 
voice in protest and beg 
for mercy to these poor, 
dumb sufferers. 


Advice. 


5 ier night into day 
And that’s all right, 
So long as you don’t 





No Medium of Imagination There. 
By WILBUR D. NESBIT 
M* MA sez we imagine things 
’Bout bein’ sick, an’ should resist. 
So she jest sits an’ smiles an’ sings, 
’Cause she’s a mental scientist. 


She sez if we wilk only take 
Some thought, ‘twill rid us of our 
pains 
You don’t imagine stummick ache, 
’Cause that ain’t where you keep your 
brains! 


HE POOREST way to try to check a 
son’s wild career is to give hima 
checkbook. 








Turn day into night. 
ONEY makes some 
talk, and shuts others’ 
mouths 





UNORNAMENTED. 


He sipped the nectar from her lips 
As under the moon they sat, 

And wondered if ever man before 
Had drunk from a mug like that. 



































™mea aT ren HIN - 


**JUST MY LUCK TO HAVE A MARRIED A SUFFRAGETTE HEN!” 


Where Ignorance Is Bliss. 
66 E MARRIED the girl he first 
saw drying her hair in her back 
yard.”’ 
**Love at first sight, eh?’’ 
‘*Not much; he never knew it was the 
same girl.’’ 





Appearances 


“Do I look like I didn’t have any sense ?”"—Hon, 
Victor Murdock of Kansas. 


By WILLIAM J. LAMPTON, 


tne any one should say so, Vic., 
Is quite beyond believing; 

But then, you know, appearances 
Are oftentimes deceiving. 





HIGHLY PROBABLE. 


‘* Officer, what's all that excitement about over there !’’ 
‘‘ There ’s a chap playing a game of chess by correspondence, and he ’s making 
his second move this week.’’ 


Dopes for Doctors. 
By CHARLES IRVIN JUNKIN, 
HEN the patient is ill, he bubbleth 
thanksgiving; but when he is 
abroad again, he babbleth of extortion 
and seeketh a way of escape. 

A bread pill for the neurasthenic and 
a Latin prescription for the gouty 
Creesus; but hypnotism by any other 
name is just as expensive as Christian 
Science. 

The night bell for the young medico, 
and the poverty-stricken patient for the 
unknown; but the Great One picketh 
the ripe cherries as he listeth. 

There is peace for the surgeon and 
balm for the physician, where life 
ceaseth from troubling and Fra Elbertus 
is at rest. 

Airy Persiflage. 
By CAROLYN WELLS. 


wy become of Larry?’’ 
‘‘A-little flyer in wheat.’’ 
‘‘IT knew that man’d be sorry 
If he dabbled in the Street.”’ 


‘Oh, no! The chap was trying 
His home-made aeroplane, 

And o’er a wheat field flying, 
He broke down in the grain.’’ 


A Woman’s Reason. 
ot. inal asks the inquisitive per- 
son, ‘‘do you enjoy having some 
one tell you that you are pretty, when 
you know you are not? Does it make 
you believe that you are?’’ 
‘*No,’’ she answers readily. ‘‘But it 
makes me believe that he believes I am.”’ 





FISHING FOR s 





FOR SUCKERS. 





FISHING FOR S&S 





FOR SUCKERS. 
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E HAVE WITH US TO-NIGHT 





ETHALS, COLONEL GEORGE W. 
—Colonel Goethals has the biggest 


duty is to talk to muck-raking mag- 


tertain congressional junketing com- 
mittees, and between times do what 
Sy he can about putting through the 
Panama Canal. Culebra Cut is a 
tropical Riviera for politicians who 
can study up some excuse and something to investigate and 
be sent down there to poke around for a while; it is better 
than a Cook tour with expenses paid. If all the investigators 
and muck-rakers had been put to work on landing, the water 
would now be gently lapping through the canal. After two 
chief engineers had sailed away from Panama for home via 
the resignation route, President Roosevelt banged his fist on 
the table and sent down. Colonel Goethals. All that was 
known of him then was that he had been born in New York 
and was a college sprinter. Roosevelt stuck up for him just 
the same and told him to go down and receive the congres- 
sional committees for a while. Colonel—-it’s real—Goethals 
said digging a billion-dollar ditch wasn't a social function and 
that he’d either dig or dust. Roosevelt told him to roll up 
his sleeves, take charge of the thirty thousand men down 
there, and hang up ‘‘This Is Our Busy Day.’’ Congress took 
the hint and has quit using Canal Zone as a tete-a-tete corner 
for soft whisperings and political hand holdings. As a result 
Colonel Goethals will be able to fulfill his contract—that of 
delivering a well-broke, riding, and pacing family canal by 
January Ist, 1915. 





UTT, ARCHIE.—When the late misunderstanding be- 
tween the United States and Spain broke out, a young 
newspaper man in Washington, bold and dashing, got ready 
to go to the front. But before he started he dropped in and 
had a chat with President McKinley. McKinley told him 
there were other ways of fighting besides carrying a gun, and 
gave him a sword. He almost rushed off bareheaded, but 
came back with garlands around his brow. Ever since that, 
Archie Butt has been hobnobbing with Presidents. Mr. Butt 
came up from the Southland to be a journalist; as quick as 
he got that idea out of his head he was a fine newspaper man. 
When he turns author his first book will be, ‘‘ Habits of Presi- 
dents I Have Met.’’ He was McKinley’s major-domo, Roose- 
velt’s Friday, and everywhere Taft goes Archie is sure to 
follow. When Teddy was training in the White House, 
Archie Butt was his Muldoon. He played tennis with him, 
took long, cross-country walks, century horseback rides, 
skidded and sparred with him. Then, when Taft took the 


mud-pie job of the century. His: 


azine writers, parry politicians, en-. 


& 


White House Morris, arcnie got ready again. O tempora! 
O mores! but it was a come down—golf! After exercising 
the President now, Captain Butt has to go to the club and 
pull wall weights to keep his appetite up. Archie Butt is 
the John Drew and Frederick Townsend Martin of Capitol 
Hill. If he wears the same kind of tie twice in succession, 
the haberdashers take half pages advertising their stock in 
the papers the next morning. The smart tailors follow him 
around ir taxicabs, just to see him get out and walk up under 
the sidewalk awning. He can drink a cup of tea in a way to 
thrill a whole party. When he drops in the lemon, all the 
debutantes in Washington crush their hands and sigh He 
would probably be Secretary of War or State or something 
that way where he would have to sign red-sealed documents if 
it wasn’t for his sad handicap—his name. It’s Archibald 
Willingham de Graffenreid Clavering Butt. The government 
couldn’t afford the time it would take. 


IX, JOHN A.—Dix came as a Christ- 
mas present to his parents at the 
beginning of the Civil War. He 
beat Charles E. Hughes into Glens 
Falls, N. Y.—the town—by fifteen 
years, and, with the politeness of an 
old settler, waved Hughes into the 
gubernatorial chair first. Finishing 
at Cornell, Dix worked on a farm 
for a while; but, with no Back to 
the Farm movement to encourage 
him in getting up at four o’clock in 
the morning to milk or in punching 
the chickens out from under the 
gooseberry bushes Saturday evening 
for a Sunday fry, he came back to 
the mad whirl of life in a machine 

shop at Glens Falls. But after a while the glamour of run- 
ning a lathe and operating a riveting machine became dulled 
and he went into the lumber business. Building a house from 
his own lumber, he found that it must be papered, so he 
launched the biggest wall-paper plant in the world. But now 
he manufactures so many designs of wall paper that he can 
never make a choice, so uses kalsomine in the winter and a 
bungalow insummer. By learning to call the thousand work- 
men on his pay-roll by name, he got his political training and 
did not have to give up business to be elected. Asa _ politi- 
cian he is oil on troubled waters, saying always, ‘‘Come, 
do this with me,”’ instead of, ‘‘Go, do wnat I say’’; and 
that rare American bird, Peace, will without doubt perch 
and sit on the Albany dome, and at signs of mud-slinging and 
shin-kicking cry out, ‘‘ Nevermore!’’ 
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A Hero in Spite of Himself. 


HEN Mr. William B. 
Smithers arrived in 
the thriving town of 
Pudenford, to take 
a position as book- 
keeper in the large 





dry-goods house of 
Jenkins & Co., he 
had acquired enough 
worldly wisdom to realize that the mass 
of people accept a stranger for what he 
gives himself out to be. Now, there 
were certain facts in connection with his 
early life in Peter’s Cove that he thought 
quite unnecessary to state. He had the 
misfortune to be what he himself would 
describe as an extraordinarily sensitive 
person. The children with whom he had 
played expressed their idea by dubbing 
him ‘‘Runaway Willie.’”’ 

When he grew older, the boys at 
school spoke of him always as ‘‘the rab- 
bit.”’ After he became a resident of 
Pudenford, when he indulged in any 
reminiscence of his early career, it was 
usually to relate some valiant exploit of 
one of the boys. The mere fact that he 
substituted the pronoun I for Tom, Ben, 
or Joe was so slight a deviation from 
the truth that it really didn’t matter. 

In the society of a small town the ad- 
dition of any unattached male is wel- 
comed and it was not long before Mr. 
Smithers was involved in most of the 
social events. At one of these, a house 
party in one of the suburbs, fate gave 


him his chance. 


By M. E. HERRICK. 


It had been his practice for some years 
to sleep always with a loaded pistol un- 
der his pillow. He had never had the 
courage to fire it off, but it gave hima 
sense of security against the terrors of 
the darkness. 

The second night of his visit, just as 
he was getting accustomed to the place 





pened, he gathered courage to sit up in 
bed and for some minutes listened in- 
tently. Everything was quiet and he 
tried to compose himself to sleep; but 
the feeling that there might be some- 
thing in the hall impelled him, in spite 
of his fears, to assure himself that all 
was safe. He took his pistol and cau- 
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A POMOLOGICAL PHENOMENON. 


‘* Say, teacher, I thought you said potatoes grew underground 


and less apprehensive of some unseen 
danger, he awoke in the small hours, 
fancying that he heard a noise in the 
hall. Obeying his first impulse, he 
pulled the bed clothes over his face and 
lay rigid, afraid even to tremble lest he 
be discovered. As nothing further hap- 
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tiously placed his finger on the trigger. 
He had read in all the books of adven- 
ture that that was the proper thing to 
do. Then he slowly and carefully opened 
his door, his pistol pointed in front of 
him. 

People who are always looking for 
burglars are very much surprised if at 
length they find one, and*when Mr. 
Smithers, on coming out of his room, 
beheld the unexpected vision of a 
masked man with a bull’s-eye lantern 
advancing from the head of the stairs, 
words fail to describe his state of mind. 
His trembling arm dropped, but in the 
act his finger convulsively pressed the 
trigger, the pistol went off, and the shot 
struck the burglar in the leg. In a mo- 
ment every door was opened and the 
lights were turned on. The family and 
guests appeared just in time to see 
Smithers with his smoking pistol, and 
the burglar as he made his escape 
through the lower hall and out the front 


‘ door, leaving behind him a trail of blood 


on the gray stair carpet. 

Smithers stood still, shaking all over, 
his teeth rattling together like a loose 
window in a north wind. When, how- 
ever, he began to realize that every one 
was praising him for his bravery and 
quick-wittedness, he pulled himself to- 











FOLLOWING ORDERS. : 
Mrs. O’ Hanlon—‘ Shure, Pathrick, an’ don’t yez feel no betther be this toime ?’’ gether and played the part, until he be- 
Mr. O° Hanlon—‘‘ Narry a bit, Honorah. Oi feel wurse, if annything.’’ gan to think himself really a very bold 
Mrs. O° Hanlon—“ Yez don’t mane it, Pathrick! Shure, an’ th’ docthor towld me t’ oe 
put hot applicashuns on yer chest every fifteen minits; an’ Oi hov did it so long now, thot pe r \ ’ 
th’ paint is beginnin’ t’ blisther an’ come aff.’’ Say, old fellow,”’ said one of his 
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GET-DINNER-QUICK SCHEME 
Mrs. Bear—‘‘ Don't you have anything to do with it, my dear. I’m sure some cne is trying to 
work a ‘skin game’ on us.”’ 


friends, ‘‘you must be a mighty good 
shot to be able to hit a man when you 
are wakened up like that, in just the 
right place to lame him and scare him 
off. If you had killed him, now, it 
would have been awkward. It makes 
such a mess of things to have a dead 
man around.”’ 

After this episode Mr. Smithers was 
often able to recall tales that the boys 
had told about shooting game under con- 
ditions involving remarkable | skill. 
These stories were always told with the 
little change of pronoun before men- 
tioned. 

One bright Sunday afternoon, as he 
and three other men were lounging in 
the boarding-house parlor, the girl who 
always plays the piano being off on a 
visit, they proposed taking a drive in the 
country. They decided to explore a lit- 
tle village none of them had visited. 
Smithers, having by this time estab- 
lished a reputation as a sport, was ex- 
pected to drive. He would just as will- 
ingly have attempted to drive a comet 
as a horse, but he professed to be such 
an old hand at the business that he mag- 
nanimously relegated that privilege to 
one of the others, saying that he would 
sit beside him and advise him. 

It so happened that the horses they 
took, a new acquisition at the livery 
stable, had been brought up in a small 
village where motors were rare. The 
horses of that locality were accustomed 
to celebrate their infrequent visits by 
regularly and consistently running away. 
On this particular afternoon, when a 
big, red touring car dashed past them, 
uttering a shriek that would rival a 
chorus of lost souls from Hades, the 
worthy team considered the occasion an 
adequate one for a demonstration of its 
disapproval. Accordingly the horses 
lifted up their heels and ran away in 
their best form. It happened just as 
they reached a point in the road where 


another forked off to the left. When 
the horses bolted, Smithers, being wild 
with terror, clutched at the reins and 
managed to pull the left one so hard that 
he jerked the horses over toward the 
road that turned off and around a short 
curve that led up a steep hill. The 
horses soon decided that running away 
with four able-bodied men up a steep in- 
cline was too laborious even for a dem- 
onstration of their righteous indignation 
against motors, so they quietly slowed 
down to a walk. 

Smithers, almost fainting with terror, 
was recalled to himself by hearing his 
friends lavish praises on him for his re- 
markable presence of mind in guiding 
the horses where a hill would inevitably 
stop them. When, on returning, they 
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saw that the road from which they 
turned ran, a little farther on, down hill 
and across a stone bridge, they were 
sure they owed their lives to his quick- 
ness and cool nerve. 

Again Smithers rose to the occasion 
and related other instances of the man- 
agement of dangerous runaways. 

Of course this adventure, like the case 
of the burglar, was widely reported, and 
both incidents grew to hairbreadth es- 
capes in the mouth of Rumor. 

When the Fates get busy, either for 
or against a man, they seem to grow in- 
terested and do their work thoroughly. 
A few days after the episode of the run- 
away, the group in the boarding-house 
made up a little theater party. They 
chose seats well toward the front and in 
the middle. Though Smithers, by this 
time, believed himself to be a thorough 
man of the world, he had not lost his 
country boy’s wonder and delight in the 
action of the play. As he sat there, ab- 
sorbed and delighted, drinking it all in, 
there was suddenly a shout of ‘‘Fire!’’ 

In a moment all was in confusion. 
Smithers sat literally paralyzed with 
terror. He had experienced this inabil- 
ity to move in nightmares and had feared 
lest it should some time seize him in the 
face of real danger. Now it had come 
upon him and he could stir neither hand 
nor foot. In moments of extreme dan- 
ger strange fancies come into the mind 
and he pictured to himself his ghost with 
hair turned white by this night’s experi- 
ence. 

As the horror grew and he was near 
losing consciousness, all at once some 


one shouted, ‘‘False alarm!’’ The audi- 


V WSpd ite yin 





CHEER UP HOUSEWIVES! 
Why be downcast? If hubby gets the habit of coming home late nights, in his aeroplane, we 
have a positive cure. JupGe has patented a ‘‘ Home Searchlight Tower,'’ which enables you to 
spot him first and thus eliminate the usual argument. 
































ence gradually drifted back to its seats. 
Smithers was brought to his senses by 
feeling a slap on his shoulder and hear- 
ing the exclamation, 

**By Jove, Smithers, is there nothing 
Here 


you sat, cool as a cucumber, while we 


on earth that can frighten you? 


idiots scuttled over each other like a lot 
fool! 


I’d give anything I know to have the 


of rabbits at a word from some 


nerve you have!’’ 

When the play was over, they decided 
to give a little supper to Smithers to 
celebrate this latest manifestation of his 
bravery and coolness. After indulging 
in the unusual extravagance of a couple 
of bottles 
quite demonstrative over their hero. 

‘*Well, Smithers,’’ said one of them, 
after they had exhausted the eulogistic 


f champagne, they became 


terms at their command, ‘‘I know that 
you are a brave man, but there is one 
thing that I would be willing to bet even 
you would not have the nerve to do.’’ 

‘‘What is that?’’ asked Smithers, 
dreading that his heroism might be put 
to the test. 

**Ask Miss Jenkins to marry you.”’ 

Now Miss Jenkins, only daughter and 
heiress of the head of the house of Jen- 
kins & Co., was the acknowledged belle 
of Pudenford. 
in the place had laid his hand and heart 


Every eligible bachelor 


at her feet, or had come as near to it as 
he dared to; but each had been decidedly 
and perhaps a little contemptuously re- 
fused. They had come to regard her 
now as almost unapproachable, and were 
wont to say that nothing short of a duke 
would satisfy her. 

Smithers, immensely relieved that he 
was not asked to do anything that in- 
volved danger to his precious person, 
willingly accepted the challenge and his 





CARRIED AWAY WITH HIS WORK. 
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BREAKING UP HOUSEKEEPING 


‘An’ I mortgaged my house to buy that car. 


I can see where I’m shy a bath room, back stairs, 


library and part of the piazzer.’’ 


friends began to make bets as to whether 
he would really carry it through. 

The following afternoon he met Miss 
Jenkins at a tea. She was very gra- 
cious to him and he succeeded in getting 
an invitation to call. As soon after as 
propriety permitted he presented him- 
self at her house, and, after spending a 
very delightful hour in her company, he 
suggested ‘that she should take a walk 
with him the following Sunday after- 
noon. She accepted and all went well. 

As they were strolling in the pictur- 
esque outskirts of the town, Smithers 
espied a shady path which promised all 
the that he was 
necessary in the case of proposals. He 
decided to do it on that spot and get it 
over with. He had backed himself for 
a small sum, and he felt, too, that if he 
could only prove his bravery in this act, 
which had no terrors for him, he might 


seclusion understood 


escape being put to the test in any 
other way. 

They reached the convenient little 
grove, and as the green walls closed 


them in he asked her hand in marriage, 
in a sort of composite of different forms 
that he had culled from various novels 
To his 
overwhelming astonishment she accepted 
She had heard of his bravery and 


, 


and arranged for this occasion. 


him. 
bestowed her whole heart on ‘‘her hero.’ 

Fortunately his ‘‘bravery’’ was never 
again put toa test, and Smithers lived 
the happy ending of all stories that are 
quite suited to an editor’s immediate 


wants. 


Live While You Live. 
Optimist—‘‘Yes, sir, if you'll drink 
buttermilk three times a day, you’ll live 
ten years longer.”’ 
Pessimist—‘‘But what’s the use of 
living ten years longer if you have to 
drink buttermilk three times a day?’’ 


AGENTS AND SALESMEN WANTED. 


AMBITION—Raise yourself in the world by sell- 
ing Flyaway Dynamite. Big money made on 
the side. Splendid opportunity of mounting higher. 
Large stick and particulars 10 cents. The Boost 
Co, Box 2L, Chicago. 


GENTS—If we knew your name and address we 
would ask you to send us $3.00 righ t away 
this minute for our sample outfit. 1000 per cent. 
profit. Just out. Sells on sight to blind men and 
women. Get busy to rush. Going at top speed. 
Running expenses and comfortable income guaran- 
teed. The Giant Pocket Coin Extractor. Canifix 
you for life without hard labor. Address Tim 
Crackcrib, the Bowery, N. Y. C. 


INDERFUL—Big money easily made. Write 
to-day for free beoklet. Easiest money-mak- 

ing business out. Set of moulds and supply of lead 
sent for $5.00. Kownterfete Coy, Bunco Street, 
Buenos Ayres. 


ANTED—We want you. Expert safe-blowers, 
thugs, etc. Write in at once for profitable 
proposition to Home for the Crooked, N. Y. C. 
GENTS —$20.00 daily selling our Thinking Appa- 
ratus. No need to worry. Greatest invention 
of the century. Doesall the work for you. Work 
made pleasant by our 20043281675-page instruction 
book. Exclusive territory. 500 agents sold 2 this 
year. Each day's delay means ten fortunes lost to 
you. Write Buncombe, Providence. 


Gt AN AGENCY for our marvelous Lady Shop- 

pers’ Vademecum. Only thing of its kind. By 
pressure of spring and twist of wrist becomes an 
umbrella, or a bathing-tent, or a motor-car, or a 
steel-cased anti-trolley car foot, or a bargain-counter 
rusher’s motor-chariot with scythes on the axles. 
Also, our Shoplifter’s Friend. By a twist of the 
moral fiber becomes a purse or a sack of unlimited 
dimensions. Justso Mfg. Co., Narroway, N. Y. C. 


GENTS make a noise in the world. Our celebrat- 

ed brand of Thunder-Lightning Seller. Can be 

handled in spare time out of hospital. Best accident 

policy and first-class funeral provided with each one. 

You owe it to your wife to investigate this proposi- 
tion. The Highfly Co., Cincinnati, Osohio. 


BUSINESS IMPORTUNITIES. _ 


OT SELLERS~—Something warm for peanut and 
chestnut vendors. Sure money. Write yester- 

day to P. Knuttie, Nutville, Kansass. Are you 
handling our Patent Author Machine? Write for 
testimonials of authors whom we have made. Sim- 
plicity itself. Output unlimited. Humor, fiction, or 
Sunday supplement attachment supplied at will. 
You need no experience. Common education only 
required. Write and learn how to be famous. Ad- 
dress The Sells manager, Department O, Literary 
Bureau Machine Coy, Bagdad-on-Hudson. 





REAL ESTATE. 
$1 00 PER ACRE from North Pole land. Be 

5 your own ice merchant and live in a land 
where warmth is unknown, where sealing-wax is 
free, and the gum-drop tree flourishes all night, 
Raise fine crop of Borealis for export. Keep your 
own penguin dairy and herd of lectures. Big re- 
turns by every Psteamer. Lovely seas on. Five 
acres will only cost you $10,000. Write room 2008314, 
Rolling Pin Building, N. Y. C. 





Too Much Reform. 
By WILLIAM J. BURTSCHER, 
HE SPIRIT of reform 
Is in the air; 
It’s here, and it’s there, 
And it’s everywhere. 


Why, the Swiss are giving 
Themselves concern, 

To meet the world 
In the city of Bern, 

To change the calendar 
From January, 

In a manner most 
Extraordinary. 


They wish to leave Sunday 
Without a date 

Which, of course, is something 
That’ll never take. 

For the boys and the girls 
Cannot stay sweet, 

Without their dates 
On the first of the week. 





THE WONDER OF WONDERS. Yes spirits of reform 
er Are in the air; 
4 Phwat : : ; They’re here, and they’re there, 
*“ Oi 'd loike to see the mon w’at plays thot big wan.’’ And they’re everywhere 
Baby. Conceit. Avoiding the Executioner. 
By J. J. SMITH. AME placed the laurel on his brow. 66 HY DOES a hen cross the 
T LAST Baby had arrived. He yelled in anger: ‘‘Wait! road??? 
The ambition of their lives  Y0u’ve got it too small, anyhow. i — _ tti : 
} } wre : ™ You know I wear an eight!”’ So as to avoid getting into the 
vad been realized. chicken pie.” 
Now they could look down An Open Book to Him. . : 
with an air of superiority up- ¢¢ JOHN says he knows his wife like . aac — 
on their less fortunate neighbors, for a book.’’ HE ae s most popular 
. , vere hlessed wi a Doe j In Philadelphia town; 
none of the m were blessed with a Baby “Probably he does. Like a scrap Because 16 makes the mult eo low, 
in their families. Manyoftheneighbors — pook.”’ ‘Tis there the proper gown. 


regarded Baby as a monstrosity; indeed, 
with some justification, for it was three- 
legged. But not they. They regarded 
this as a distinction to be proud of. 
Even the nocturnal tempestuous out- 
bursts of Baby, although a source of 





great annoyance to outsiders, seemed to 
afford them unusual joy. 

Was it not strange, therefore, that 
they should eventually tire of Baby and 
actually begin to abuse it and subject it 
to such brutal pounding that the neigh- 
bors felt constrained to lodge a com- 
plaint with the S. P. C. C., the police 
department, the board of health, etc., 
etc. 

Such, indeed, was the sad truth. And 
Baby’s condition finally became so 
wretched and the cost of constant doc- 
toring was so great that they actually 
decided to dispose of her. 

Hence the following newspaper adver- 
tisement: 

OR SALE-—At a sacrifice, a three-cor- 


nered, solid mahogany, powerful-toned 
Baby Grand. 





ACCIDENTS WILL HAPPEN. 


yy IS jest ez well to be dead wood ez 
Farmer Buzzle (observing sign on counter) —‘‘ ‘ Prices cut in two!’ Gosh, hain’t thet dread- 


be live wood thet ain’ > t ; - - - 
to be ve wom et ain t no use to ful! Why, Hank Price an’ his wife Marthy, an’ th’ three little Prices wuz alive an’ jist es 
anybuddy. frisky es colts when I left taown this mornin’, an’ there ye air—cut in two !’’ 














Too Personal. 


It’s a Safety with 
Real Razor Blades 


Patrolman Casey had ordered a pair of 
shoes at Rosenbrig’s store and was about 
to try one of them on when the clerk 
reached for it and deftly sprinkled some 
French chalk in it to ease the forthcom- 
ing strain. When he handed it back, 
the patrolman threw it on the floor, 
pulled on his own shoe, and started out. 

The proprietor had noted the scene. | 
‘‘What’s the matter, Mr. Casey?’’ he 
panted, as he caught up with him. 
‘Was the clerk sassy or anything?”’ 

For a moment Casey glared at him in 
almost speechless anger, then observed 
with icy dignity, ‘‘If I can’t come into 
a place to thry on a pair av shoes widout 
havin’ chlooride av lime put in thim be- 
INGENIOUS CHILD. | forehand, I’li thrade somewhere ilse.’’ 


. — Success. 
Tot’s parents refused to buy him a toy horse, | oo 
so he had to make one for himself. 
= Pele Mele > 























Got It. 
GOT SOMETHING ELSE TOO. 

















—Printed by special permission of His 
Nibs, Imperial Potentate, Fred A. 
Hines, Al Malaikah. 


Sugar-coated. 


‘*How did you persuade your daughter 
to learn kitchen work ?’’ 

‘“‘By calling it domestic science.’’— 
Washington Herald. 


The Wretch. 


**He has tricked me for the last time!’ 

‘‘What is his latest roguery?’’ 

‘*He borrowed my revolver, ostensibly 
to commit suicide, and then went and 
pawned it.’’—Louisville Courier-Jour- 
nal, 


Pears 


Pears’ Soap leaves the skin 


smooth, cool and _ healthy. 


alkali 


Pears’. Only good soap and 
yg | 


There’s no free in 


pure. 


Sold here and abroad. 


bought a pound of coffee since. I began 
to improve immediately. 

‘‘T cannot begin to tell you how much 
better I feel since using Postum and 
leaving coffee alone. My health is bet- 
ter than it has been for years and I can- 
not say enough in praise of this delicious 
food-drink.’”’ 

Take away the destroyer and put a re- 
builder to work and Nature will do the 
rest. That’s what you do when Postum 
takes coffee’s place in your diet. 
‘*There’s a Reason.”’ 

Read the little book, ‘‘The Road to 
Wellville,’’ in packages. 

Ever read the above letter? A 
new one appears from time to 
time. They are genuine, true, 
and full of human interest. 


Not for Him. 
Figg—‘‘ Don’t you wish you could live 
your life over again?”’ 
Fogg ‘‘ Well, I should say not! I’ve 
got a twenty-year endowment policy ma- 
turing this month.’’—Boston Transcript. 


There Are Others. 


‘‘We won’t print any such stuff as 
that!’’ said the editor loftily, as he 
handed back the manuscript. 

‘‘Well, you needn’t be so haughty 
about it,’’ retorted the irregular con- 
tributor. ‘‘You’re not the only one who 
won’t print it.’’—London Tit-Bits. 
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. mas wa ‘‘I liked my coffee strong and I drank 
The year had gloomily begun it strong,’’ says a Pennsylvania woman, 
For Willie Weeks, a poor man’s Sun. telling a good story; ‘‘and although I | Standard Set, including Stropping Attachment and 
: 6 Do 
He was beset with bill and dun, had be pr oe every day, I just aantuciseade site 
And he had very little Mon. WONs HOt Deeve There Was Gay GoaRee | 
| tion between the two. I had weak and Send for Booklet today. 
“This out,” said he, ‘‘won’t — se og serene = ~y aoe DURHAM DUPLEX RAZOR CO., 111 Fifth Ave., New York 
ay my dues; ; » anda aithnoug usbdan 0 me he 
_— the oe here but ones and Tues.”’ | — it was coffee ~¥ —_ c+ Poe — SUPERS BASIE CO. Wet, OS Sead, ened 
jorly, and did not drink it himself for 
A bright thought struck him on it did not agree with him, yet I Where the Danger Lay. 
and he said, loved my coffee and thought I just The judge of the juvenile court, lean- 
“The rich Miss Goldbricks I couldn’t do without it. ing forward in his chair, looked search- 
will Wed.’’ “‘One day a friend called at my home ingly from the discreet and very ragged 
‘ : , —that was a year ago. I spoke about pickaninny before his desk to the ample 
— he paid his court to how well she was looking and she said: and solicitous form of the culprit’s 
She lisped but firmly said, ‘‘No, Thur.’’ | ‘“*Yes, and I feel well, too. It’s be- mother. P . 
. . ee ' ‘| cause I am drinking Postum in place of “*Why do you send him to the railroad 
‘‘Alas!’’ said he; ‘‘then I must | ordinary coffee.’ yards to pick up coal?’’ demanded his 
die! “IT said, what is Postum? honor. ‘‘You know it is against the law 
I’mdone! I'll drown—I’ll burn | ‘“‘Then she told me how it was a food- to send your child where he will be in 
—]'ll Fri.’”’ | drink and how much better she felt since jeopardy of his life.’’ 
| using it in place of coffee or tea, so I ** "Deed, jedge, I doesn’t send ’im; I 
They found his gloves, and coat | sent to the store and bought a package nebber has sent ’im, ’deed’’ 
and hat; and when it was made according to di- **Doesn’t he bring home the coal?’’ 
The coroner upon them Sat. | rections it was so good I have never interrupted the judge impatiently. 


‘**But, jedge, [ whips ’im, jedge, ebery 
time he brings it; I whips de little rap- 
scallion till he cayn’t set, ’deed I does.’’ 

The careful disciplinarian turned her 
broad, shiny countenance reprovingly 
upon her undisturbed offspring, but kept 
a conciliatory eye for the judge. 

‘You burn the coal he brings, do you 
not?’’ persisted the judge. 

‘*Burns it—burns it? Cose I burns it. 
W’y, jedge, I has got to git it out ob de 
way.”’ 

‘‘Why don’t you send him back with 
it?’’ His honor smiled insinuatingly as 
he rasped out the question. 

‘Send ’im back, jedge!’’ exclaimed 
the woman, throwing up her hands ina 
gesture of astonishment. ‘‘Send ’im 
back! W’y, jedge, ain’t yo’ jest done 
told me I didn’t oughter send my chile 
to no sech dange’some and jeopardous 
place ?’’— Youth’s Companion. 


Young at the Business 


General Howard was an invited guest 
at a dinner given by a boys’ patriotic 
club. ‘‘You eat very well, my boy,”’ 
said the general to a doughty young 
trencherman. ‘‘If you love your flag as 
well as your dinner, you’ll make a good 
patriot.’’ 

“*Yes, sir,’’ said the boy; ‘‘but I’ve 
been practicing eating twelve years, and 
I ain’t owned a gun but six months.’’— 
Success. 


m answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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“The Clear Track” 


Two men a thousand miles 
apart talk to each other by 
telephone without leaving 
their desks. 


Two wires of copper form 
the track over which the talk 
travels from point to point 
throughout the continent. 


Moving along one railroad 
at the same time are scores 
of trains carrying thousands 
of passengers. The telephone 
track must be clear from end 


to end to carry the voice of 
one customer. 


The Bell system has more 
than ten million miles of wire 
and reaches over five million 
telephones. This system is 
operated. by a force of one 
hundred thousand people and 
makes seven billion connec- 
tions a year—twenty million 
“clear tracks” a day for the 
local and long distance com- 
munication of the American 


people. 


The efficiency of the Bell system depends upon 
“One System, One Policy, Universal Service.”’ 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 


AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 








Cribbed 


The only man who believes in luck is 
the man who has things against him; the 
fellow who has them with him is sure 
his brains did it.—N. Y. Press. 

Little Willie—‘‘Say, pa, what is a 
bookworm ?’’ 

Pa—‘‘A bookworm, my son, is either 
a person who would rather read a book 
than eat, or a worm that would rather 
eat a book than read.’’—Chicago News. 


Some one has called Roosevelt a com- 
bination of Saint Paul and Saint Vitus. 
— Western Christian Advocate. 


Never be afraid to compliment a wo- 
man or to flatter a man.—Blue Bull. 


S 


parks. 


I told her I’d ne’er loved before, 

And other things like that galore; 

But she—a suffragette—-was wise, 

And simply murmured, ‘‘Campaign lies!’’ 
-Boston Transcript. 


Most men would rather plead guilty to 
every crime in the Decalogue than toa 
lack of humor.—T. P.’s Weekly. 


‘* Dearest,’’ he asked softly, ‘‘ do you 


think you can live on my income?’’ She 
looked up at him trustingly. 
** Why, surely,’’ she answered, ‘‘if— 


if ’’— 

“If what, my own?”’ 

‘‘If you can get another for yourself.”’ 
— Wisconsin Sphinz. 





Getting On in the World. 


A feller kin fail at ever’thing an’ still 
be a good pool player. Seems like th’ 
feller that wins two er three dollars 
playin’ cards never wants t’ work ag’ in. 

It often happens that a feller’s useful- 
ness ends when his salary is raised. 

Lafe Bud has resigned his job at th’ 
sawmill ’cause it took too much o’ his 
time. 

The more important a feller gits 
around a concern, th’ easier it seems t’ 


| git along while he is on a vacation. 


A feller kin have a swelled head an’ 
still wear a number six hat. 
It seems like th’ folks that go t’ work 


| at eight er nine o’clock makes all th’ 


money. 

I guess Al Timmons is consid’able of a 
feller. He’s near on thirty-nine an’ 
never failed in business ner had a fire. 

Lots o’ folks git credit fer havin’ a 
strong will power when ther only pig- 
headed. 

Somethin’s wrong somewhere when a 
feller can’t have as much as he could 
when he wuz out o’ work. 

Tilford Moots wuz exhibitin’ a wooden 
chain at th’ pust-office yisterday that 
showed consid’able genius. He jist 
carved it out with a penknife Monday 
mornin’ while his wife wuz plowin’. 

Th’ feller that argues with himself 
allus gits th’ best o’ it. 

A friend that hain’t in 
friend indeed. 

Th’ feller that don’t advertise may 
know his business, but nobuddy else does. 

Boys will be boys, an’ so will lots o’ 
ole men. 

A word t’ th’ wise 
Abe Martin, in Business. 


need is a 


is unnecessary. 


Business versus Sentiment. 
Moralist—‘‘Ah, kind friend, it is 
deeds, not words, that count!’’ 
Friend—‘‘Oh, I don’t know! Did you 
ever send a telegram?’’--Newark Star. 


Trip of Evasion. 
Egbert—‘‘And you say your brother 
has settled in Canada?’’ 
Bacon—~-‘‘No, I didn’t say so. I think 
he went there to get out of settling. ’’— 
Yonkers Statesman, 


He Knew. 


, 


‘‘What comes after a million, pa?’ 
asked the boy who was just learning to 
count. 





nobleman,”’ 


Buffalo 


‘Generally some bogus 
answered his millionaire father. 
Express. 


The Real Boss. 


‘“*Your clerks seem to be in a good 
humor,’’ remarked the friend of the 
great merchant. 

‘*Yes,’’ replied the great merchant. 
‘*My wife has just been in, and it tickles 
them to death to see somebody boss me 
around.’’—Philadelphia Record. 


Still Waiting. 


Little opera tickets, 
Little supper-late 
Make the young man’s tailor 
Wait and wait and wait. 
—Chicago Record-Herald. 


‘She swore she’d get even with him 
if he divorced her, and she did.’’ 
**How?”’ 

‘*She became his second wife’s dress- 
maker.’’—Boston Transcript 
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ACTUAL 


Keep Tab On Your Expenses 
USEA POCKET CASH REGISTER 


For Traveling Men, Business Men, the 








Store. For the Ladies, the Home, the 
Boy. “THE CASHOMETER is a 
new invention. It will do for you what 


the large Cash Register does for the 
Storekeeper. Registers from one cent 
to $100 and more. Very pleasing in 
appearance, well made, accurate and 
reliable ; size of a ladies’ watch and can 
be carried in the vest pocket or purse. 
‘Teaches economy and system. 

Operation is extremely simple; no mental 
calculation. The addition is done automat- 
ically—a turn of the crown does it. Nickel- 
plated case, crystal glass. A splendid whist 
prize, premium or gift. Price $1.00, pre- 
paid, by mail. Not yet in stores. 


Evansville Cashometer Co. 


St. Bernard Building 


EVANSVILLE, 33 33 INDIANA 











1 convinee you wit 
BARBERS : ination Hone and Strop that 
& remarkably st th 
tting edge « your ra 
shaves with ron 
ing. No ° r-honin J r 
€ vi cus v ” 


fectly sati ‘fied aft y yy 
r 81.50 each, and if youa net. you retu 





under pn 


ot at t 1 wh t 
W. WINTERS, 115 Dearborn St., Chicago 


PIMPLES DISAPPEAR 


Send Stamp, P.O, Box 112, Dept. A, Chicago, HL. 


VARICOSE VEINS, ™2; LEGS, 
are completely ¢ d with inexpensive home tre ora 
It absolut ly removes e pain, swellin tiredness and 
disease he lt partie ilars on receipt of stamp 
W. F. Young, P. D. F., 115 Temple St., Springfield, Mass 
GET MARRIED Matrimonial paper with ad- 
vertisements of marriage- 
able people from all sections, rich, poor, old, young, 
Protestants, Catholics, etc., mailed se aled Free. 


B. F. ;UNNELS, Toledo, Ohio. 


SAINT PAUL HOTEL 


SIXTIETH ST. & COLUMBUS AVENUE 
NEW YORK 
New 11-Story Fireproof Hotel, Beautifully Furnished 


One block from Central Park, Columbus 
Circle, Subway, and 6th and 9th Ave. “L” 


Stations. All surface lines pass or transfer 


direct to hotel. Telephone in every room. 


100 Rooms, use of bath, $1.00 per day 
150 Rooms, private bath, $1.50 per day 
Suites, parlor, bedroom, bath, 
$2.50 and upward 
Restaurant a ia Carte. 


JOHN W. WHEATON, Proprietor 





Rosa’s Parrakeets. 


Rosa, weeth her parrakeets, 

Tal da fortune enn da streets; 
Geeve her fiva cent an’ see 

W’at your fortune gona be. 

Leetla birds, so smart, so wise, 
Seet een cage an’ weenk deir eyes. 
Seetin’ een a row, dey wait 

Teell she ope’ da leetla gate; 

An’ she tak’ wan on a steeck, 
Keessa heem an’ mak’ heem peeck 
Fortune card out weeth hees beak. 
W’at da card ees say to you 
Mebbe so ess gon’ com’ true. 


Som’ day, mebbe, I weell see 
W’at my fortune gona be. 

Eef I could be parrakeet 

Dat she eesa kees so sweet, 

I am sure I would be wise 

Jus’ for lookin’ een her eyes; 
Mebbe so I be so smart 

I find fortune een her heart! 
Dat’s a kinda fortune, too, 

I could weesh ees gon’ com’ true. 
—T. A. Daly, in Catholic Times. 











NEED OF HASTE. 


“What are you running for like that, Billy, 
with that big parcel ? ’’ 
*“Hat for sister—running home—before it’s 


out of fashion !’’ 
—London Black and White. 


With Our Heiress. 


‘Europe holds a lot of our securities. ’’ 
‘*Invests her cash with us, hey?’’ 
**Not much cash. Gets most of ’em 

by marriage. ’’—Louisville Courier-Jour- 

nal. 


Lucky Girl. 


In the express office 
Her parcel she dropped 
And exclaimed, ‘‘It is done— 
I have shipped what I’ve shopped!’’ 
—Detroit Free Press. 


High Praise. 
Frost—‘‘Are the descriptions of scen- 
ery in Bestseller’s novel good?”’ 
‘Great! The best I 
—Harper’s Bazar. 


Snow ever 


skipped !’’ 


With a sigh she | 
zine article upon 
‘The day of great men, 
gone forever.”’ 

‘*But the day of beautiful women is 
not,’’ he responded. 

She smiled and blushed. ‘‘I was only 
joking,’’ she explained hurriedly. 
Western Christian Advocate. 


aid down the maga- 
Daniel O’Connell. 
’? she said, ‘‘is 
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Just eons for Yourself — 
Pronounced Individuality 
and a Flavor more satisfy. 
ing than mere wordscan 
describe, areBlatz exclusive 
characteristics—so declare 


those whoreally agoaseae 
character and quality in 


table beer. 








— MILWAUKEE — 


THE FINEST 
BEER EVER BREWED 


VAL. BLATZ BREWING CO. MILWAUKEE 
ASK FOR IT AT THE CLUB, CAFE OR BUFFET 


INSIST ON “‘BLATZ"’ 
CORRESPONDENCE INVITED DIRECT 








HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York 


ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER. 





appear about you, your friends, or any subject on 
which you may want to be “up to date.” Every 
newspaper and periodical of importance in the Uni- 
ted States and Lurope is searched. Terms, $5.00 for 
100 notices. HENRY ROMBIKE, 110-112 West 26th 


Street, New York, 


Remon Gems 











Looks iike a diamond---wears like 
@ diamond --- brilliancy guaranteed 
forever---stands filing and fire like a 
diamond---has no paste, foil or arti- 
ficial backing. 1-20th the cost of 
diamonds. Set only in solid gold 
mountings. A marvelously recon- 
structed gem. Not an imitation. 
Guaranteed to contain no glass. 

Write for Catalog. It is free. 






Sent on approval. 
pe - Jewelry Co., 469 N. Bdway., St. Louis 





‘Don’t Wear a Truss 


STUART'S $s PLAS: TR-PADS are different 
e painful truss, being made 
waif. sinaive purposely to hold the 
rupture in place without stra 
buckles or springs—eannot ally, 
60 cannot chafe or compress 
against the pelvic bone, The 
most obstinate cases cured in the pri- 
vacy ofthe home, Thousands have 
successfully treated themselves without 
hindrance from work, Soft as velvet—easy to 
apply—inexpensive. Process of cure is natural, 
go no further use for trusses. We ee what we 


L OF PLAPAO Sey ae wes rit te FOOLY. 


















Wizard Repeating 
LIQUID PISTOL 


wil tre the most vicious dog (of 

— without permanent  infary. 
ectly safe to carry wi it 

a f leak Fi 5 

ing the triesers Loads tes my 

cartridges required. Over 6 shots in one loading, Al} 

dealers, or by mail, 50c. Rubber-covered — 10c, 

With 5c. Money-order or U. S. stamps. 
pw J Stearns & Co., 24 Sheffield Ave., Dept. E, Phiya, i Y, 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 


—— +e 


ee 


2 er ee 





— — ~ 



















coneon Cigarettes 
A first introduction brings 
a permanent preference. 









in oe 25c the after- 35c 
of ten dinner size 
In Cork and Plain Tips 






“ The Little Brown Box” 


A Compilation of Anecdotes. 


; io **Spreading Chestnut Tree’’ has 
yielded a fall harvest of fruit in 
‘‘Four Hundred Good Stories’’ (Baker & 
Taylor), compiled by Robert Rudd Whit- 
ing, editor of the humorous depart- 
ment of Everybody’s. He has culled what, 
in his judgment, were the best stories 
published therein. A book of anecdotes 
is an excellent thing for reference. The 
after-dinner speaker needs a book of 
this sort. The index of subjects in- 
creases the value of the book. In its 
appeal to ‘‘those who read for entertain- 
ment alone,’’ the question presents itself 
as to just how valuable a book of this 
kind would be. However keen one’s 
sense of humor, it can become cloyed by 
over-indulgence. The appeal of a good 
anecdote depends largely upon the spon- 
taneity of its recital or the more or less 
accidental reading. To sit down and 
read any considerable portion of four | 
hundred stories would be to dull one’s ! 
appreciation for even the very best 
therein. 

It is to be hoped that Mr. Whiting felt 








no pinching of an uncomfortable shoe 
when he included: 

*“‘The literary boarder fastened his 
eyes upon the hash. ‘Kindly pass the 
Review of Re views,’ he said.’’ 









THE PRACTICAL GIRL. 
** The moths have gotten into my beaver 


hat, but I think my muff fixed up this way 
will do as well.’’—Fliegende Blaetter. 


The Errand, 


‘Did you call?’’ asked the messenger 
boy. 

‘*Yes; take this ietter’’ 

**Oh, I’m not on duty. I just made a 
bet with one of the other boys that you 
called, and came around to decide it.’”’— 
Washington Star. 





A teaspoonful of Abbott’s Bitters with your Grape 
Fruit makes an ideal appetizing tonic. Sample by 
mail, 25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Balti- 
more, Md. 


If the Crust Is Just Right. 


Little chunks of mince meat, 
Little drops of booze 
Make the grandest pastry 
Any one could choose. 
—New York Evening Mail. 


Little chunks of mince meat, 
Just before you snooze, 
Make you dream of monsters 
In abyssmal ooze. 
—Youngstown Telegram. 
She—‘‘So you’ve been up to see the 
jrowns. Is their new flat very small?’’ 
He—‘‘ Well, they’ve had to exchange 
all their statuettes for bas-reliefs.’’ 
Boston Transcript. 
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Atlanta, Ga 
Dwight, Il 
Marion, Ind 
Lexington, Mass. 
Portiand, Me 


Hot Springs, Ark 
Los Angeles, Cal. 
San Francisco, Cal. 
West Haven, Conn 
Washington, D C., 













Grand Rapids, Mich 
Manchester, N. H 
Buffalo, N. Y. 
White Plains, N. Y. 
Columbus, 0. 


For Liquor and 
Drug Using 


A scientific remedy which has been skilfully 


and successfully administered by medical 


specialists for the past 31 years. 


At the following Keeley Institutes: 


Philadelphia, Pa. Providence, KR. I 
$12 N. Broad St 
Pittsburg, Pa. 


4246 Fifth Ave. 


Columbia, 8. C. 
Winnipeg, Manitoba. 


London, England 
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Better 
than 
imported 


COOK'S 


IMPERIAL 


At only 
half the 
price 
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pure juices 
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Judge 
is published weekly by the 
LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY, 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


WESTERN ADVERTISING OFFICE: 
Marquette Building, Chicago, Ill. 


Entered at New York as Second-class Mail Matter 




































One year, or 52 numbers - - $5.00 

Six months, or 26 numbers - - 2.50 ic 

Thirteen weeks - - - - 1.25 ; 

; 

Subscriptions payable in advance by draft on 3 
New York, or by express or postal order, not by © 
= checks which are at a discount in New York 

ity. 


Postage free in the United States, its dependen- 
cies, and Mexico. To Canadian Provinces add 50 
cents a year for postage; to all foreign countries 
add $1.C0 a year. 

EvuROPEAN AGENTS— International News Com- b 
pany, Bream’s Building, Chancery Lane, E. C. Lon- t 
don; Brentano's, Avenue de l’Opera, Paris ; Saar- 
bach's News Exchange, 16 John Street, Adelphi, 

London; 56 Rue de la Victoire, Paris; 1 Clara 
Strasse, Mainz, Germany. 

Subscriptions and advertising for all the publica- 
tions of Leslie-Judge Company will be taken at ‘ 
regular rates at any of the above offices. , 

The contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright 
in both the United States and Great Britain. 

Contributors must include a stamped and self- 
addressed envelope with all manuscripts, otherwise 
return of the latter when found unavailable can- 
not be guaranteed. We receive such material, sub- 
mitted for publication, only on condition that we 
shall not be held responsible for its loss or injury 
while in our hands or in transit. 

If JUDGE cannot be found at any news-stand, the 
publishers will be under obligations if that fact be 
promptly reported on postal card or by letter. 

BACK NUMBERS: Present year, 10 cents per 
copy ; 1910, 20 cents; 1909, 30 cents, etc. 











The Man Higher Up. 


Remote, inaccessible, lone, 
And shrouded in mystery, he 
Knows all things to others unknown— 
Past, present, and what’s yet to be; 
For the evils in politics, trade, 
Diplomacy, finance, and love 
Were ordained or committed or made 
3y this powerful creature above. 


High prices, low wages, and graft, 
Crime, poverty, boodle, and sin, 

The blunders of Aldrich and Taft, 
The games that the home team don’t 

win 

Are a few of the industries that 
This demon amuses him with; 

But no one knows where he is ‘‘at’’— 
Can it be that he’s only a myth? 

—Chicago Journal. 
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Thousand-dollar Bills. 


According to statistics sent out from Washington, one e 
thousand-dollar@ills are not popular. — News item. . 
Poor, lonely thousand-dollar bill, 
Come unto me, I pray! 
“* The 





Though spurr ~d by other hands, I will 






































Be kind to you to-day. World’s Best Table Water” 
Though other eyes may glare at you 
And other lips may frown, From 
me? My friendship is sincere and true; P ‘ 
a I will not turn you down. America’s Most Famous Spring 
be Though we have never met, poor bill Waukesha, Wis. 


Of thousand-dollar face, 


With love you’d make my pulses thrill, 

And I'd admire your grace. Put up only in NEW “< vo = 
I know that I should welcome you, Sterilized Bottles " €F5 

Your friend I’d gladly be. 


You need not at my threshold sue; 
Come straightway unto me. 











eg I’ll care for you by night and day, 
I’ll keep you for my own; 

For slurs that other men might say 
I gladly will atone. 

With some unpopular, perhaps 

ie ’Tis true that you may be; 

; But never mind those other chaps— 

; You’re popular with me. 


f If you are searching for a friend, 

i No farther need you go. 

My home will be your journey’s end, 
fh A place for you I know. 
. Right gladly will I take you in; ) 
= My roof, your roof shall be. j 

5 Unpopular you may have been, 

i But now come unto me. 


—Detroit Free Press. 


Caroni Bitters — Unexcelled with lemonade, 
soda, gin, sherry and whisky. Indispensable for a 
perfect cocktail. Oct. C. Blache & Co., 78 Broad 
St., N. Y., Gen’! Distrs. 


— 


. Sad Blow. 


a ‘*May is dreadfully disappointed in her 
fiance.’’ 

‘*What’s the trouble?’’ 

‘“‘She’s just found a that all those 
beautiful things he ted from Shake- 
speare weren’t original.’’—Cleveland 
Leader. 


~~ 





Great Western This is the complete accounting snachine—the machine which 
writes, tabulates, bills, adds, subtracts and audits —the 
Champagne machine which represents the present acme of clerical labor 
saving. Catalogue sent on request. 
HALF THE COST OF 





IMPORTED 
Remington Typewriter Company 
| (Incorporated) 
Of the Six Ameri- | | 325-327 Broadway, New York, or Any City on Earth 


can Champagnes 
Exhibited, Great 
Western was the 
Only One Awarded 
a aga Aer mi EVERY DEALER KNOWS 

8 position, 
1900. that the most satisfactory brand of 
a whiskey he can offer his trade is 

















MAES ot CE, 
me"| || ey, VW. HARPER?” || - 
Sold Everywhere e * 
asan @ Often, however, they recommend something else 
Ple . t Valley because there is more profit in the poorer kind. 
Wine Co. @ As a consumer you want THE BEST, therefore 
Rheims, N. Y. insist on HARPER. ; 
4 ae | Bernheim Distilling | Co. Incorporated f 





in America 
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THE FAR ENDS OF THE EARTH 


Washburn-Crosby Co., Largest Millers in the World. General Office. Minneapolis, Minn. 
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